i6                     CONTARINI FLEMING:

i Nonsense !    They are the blackest and most beautifai
eyes I ever saw.'

* Oh!  they are horridly red/ I answered, looking in the
glass.    ' I cannot go, Christiana.'

* They are not in the least red.    I -vcill wash them with
some Eau de Cologne and water/

* 0! Christiana, do you really love me ?   Have yon really
made it up ?'

* I love you more than ever.    There, let me brush your
curls.    Is this your brush ?    What a funny little brush !
Dear Contarini, how pretty you look !'

CHAPTER V.

WHEN I was eight years of age a tutor was introduced into
the house, and I was finally and formally emancipated from
the police of the nursery and the government of women.
My tutor was well qualified for his office, according to the
existing ideas respecting education, which substitute for
the noblest of sciences the vile art of teaching words. He
was learned in his acquirements, and literary in his taste,-
with a calm naind, a bland manner, and a mild voice. The
Baroness, who fancied herself a great judge of character,
favoured him, before the commencement of his labours,
with an epitome of mine. After a year's experience of his
pupil, he ventured to express his opinion that I was by no
means so slow as was supposed; that, although I had no
great power of application, I was not averse to acquiring
knowledge; and that if I were not endowed with any
remarkable or shining qualities, my friends might be con-
soled /or the absence of these high powers by my being
equally destitute of those violent Dassions and that un-
governable volition usually attendant upon genius, and
which too often rendered the most gifted miserable.